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Summary 

The Wolf Can Dance 

bv Porphvrophobiac 


In an alternate universe where Stiles is not possessed by the Nogitsune 
but still has frontotemporal dementia, his only wish is for his boyfriend 
Derek to take him to prom. 
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This story happened as many of my stories do, almost completely by 
accident and most definitely inspired by music. 

The recommended song for this story is included in a link once a 
certain scene is reached but I will link it here as well. It’s Dream by 
Priscilla Ahn. The song is very beautiful, in a teary kind of way. 

I may or may not have cried. 

Also, Derek is still an Alpha in this universe. 


See the end of the work for more notes 




Stiles’ prom is in two weeks and he still hasn’t asked Derek to go with him 
yet. 


Due to his condition, he was allowed to graduate slightly earlier than most 
of his classmates. There’s no real treatment for frontotemporal dementia but 
intense therapy is somewhat helpful. Stiles does his best to pretend that he 
doesn’t know the tricks the psychologist is trying to pull on him. He has a 
vast knowledge of psychology due to an eighth grade obsession with Freud. 

“What’s the special dinner, son?” 

His dad’s lost weight. Stiles only started noticing a few weeks ago, after a 
rough episode landed him in the hospital for a couple of days. Both his dad 
and Derek had sat outside his room the whole time, refusing to leave other 
than to get coffee or food in the hospital cafeteria. 

“Pork chops,” Stiles says, grabbing the meat out of the refrigerator. 

“Derek’s coming over, remember?” 

The Sheriff nods and takes off his jacket, hanging it up neatly. His dad used 
to grimace whenever Stiles told him that Derek would be joining for dinner 
but nowadays he just nods and gives Derek a slightly less wide berth. Stiles 
secretly suspects that Derek has actually grown on him. 

Of course, Stiles having a twenty-something-year-old boyfriend did not fare 
well at first. His dad threatened to shoot Derek with his rifle if he came near 
the house when Stiles was home alone. Being a rebellious teenager, Stiles 
laughed off the threat and told Derek to come anyway. The Sheriff was 
never actually going to shoot him. Well, probably not. 

“Dad, can we talk to the school about me taking Derek to prom?” Stiles 
asks, carefully toning his voice to sound casual and light. 

The Sheriff looks more surprised by the timing of the question than the 
question itself. It’s no secret to everyone else in town that Stiles and Derek 
are together. Derek frequently drops Stiles off at school in his Camaro if he 



stayed over there - something that Stiles’ dad only allowed to happen once 
Stiles was eighteen and with the condition that Stiles would text him if there 
were any problems. Stiles knew that his dad would rather at least know 
where Stiles was, even if he was doing something morally questionable 
with his twenty-something boyfriend. 

“Sure,” his dad answers coolly. “I don’t know what their policy is on taking 
dates of his age but we can go in and ask.” 

Did Stiles ever mention that his dad was awesomel Considering that he was 
letting his son’s much older, werewolf boyfriend come over for dinner 
without pointing a gun at him, Stiles was doing very well in the father 
department. 

“Do you think maybe they’d make an exception for me?” Stiles queries. 
“You know, considering.” 

They both know what he’s implying, how bad the school would look if they 
didn’t let the kid with terminal dementia take his boyfriend to prom. Stiles’ 
specialist had told him that his symptoms weren’t progressing too badly, 
that he had about five or so years left. It’s all just numbers and estimates at 
this point but Stiles is willing to accept small comforts. 

“Hopefully it won’t get to that,” the older man replies. “But I think they 
would.” 

Stiles nods and looks down at the pork chops, saying, “Anyway, I better 
start on the pork chops.” 

“Do you want any help?” 

“I asked Derek to come early and help out,” Stiles answers, shaking his 
head. “Thanks though.” 

The Sheriff huffs a small laugh, “He’s really a victim to your commands, 
isn’t he?” 

“Would it really be a relationship if he wasn’t?” Stiles quips back. 



His dad gives him a look of disbelief then heads upstairs as Stiles turns on 
the oven. He hears the tell-tale sound of the shower running and then the 
sound of soft footsteps padding down the stairs. He looks up in confusion 
and is met with strong green eyes. 

“I thought you’d be upstairs,” Derek explains. He’s probably grown too 
used to climbing in through Stiles’ window. 

Stiles smirks, “Do you know how long pork chops take, Derek? We need to 
start early and make the potato wedges.” 

“We?” 

“Don’t tell me werewolves can’t cook,” Stiles groans. “I know that’s a lie. 
You can’t live off nothing in that loft of yours.” 

Derek frowns, “I know how to make pasta and steak.” 

“You don’t make steak, you cook it, Derek,” Stiles points out. 

The older man lets out a low growl and moves swiftly into Stiles’ space, 
causing Stiles to step backwards until his back is against the refrigerator. 
Derek looks like he hasn’t shaved in a day or two but being ruggedly 
handsome is all part of Derek’s look, Stiles thinks. 

“Are you going to ravish me up against the refrigerator?” 

Derek rolls his eyes but doesn’t move backwards. 

“I could be into that, you know,” Stiles grins wickedly. “But my dad’s 
going to be down in ten minutes and I really need to start making dinner.” 

Derek nods and lets Stiles kiss him, slowly but hotly. Stiles leaves one last 
chaste kiss on his lips before collecting together the rest of the ingredients 
for the meal. Potato wedges are perfect with pork chops; that’s how Stiles’ 
mom always used to make them. 



“Come on, Alpha,” Stiles jests. “You can chop the potatoes. It’s a nice, 
manly task.” 

Derek’s face shows no amusement whatsoever but he obediently picks up 
the bag of potatoes and the sharp knife Stiles had put in front of him. Stiles 
wonders if sometimes he’s actually offending the Alpha. Then again, Derek 
could probably throttle him to death if he wanted to and he hasn’t so far. 

Stiles leans over to attach their lips but Derek dodges him, quickly 
muttering, “Your dad is heading down the stairs.” 

“Are you really afraid of my dad?” Stiles leers. 

“I’m afraid he won’t let me see you.” 

The words knock the grin off of Stiles’ face and he turns back to readying 
the pork chops in the roasting dish. It hurts to think that eventually Stiles 
won’t be the same. The disease isn’t the same as most other types of 
dementia when it comes to memory loss but patients are known to suffer 
from it in the later stages. Stiles doesn’t want to forget anything about his 
life, including Derek. 

“I’d never let him do that,” Stiles promises. It’s all he can get out before his 
dad enters the kitchen. 

The Sheriff and Derek exchange silent nods in their usual fashion. Stiles 
doesn’t question it. He’s glad enough if his dad and boyfriend are getting 
along. 

“Do you want a beer, Derek?” 

“Yes, thanks,” Derek replies politely and Stiles knows that he’s only taking 
the beer so that he doesn’t accidentally offend the Sheriff; alcohol doesn’t 
have the same effect on werewolves. 

The Sheriff gets out two bottles of beer and opens them as Derek finishes 
slicing up the potatoes. Stiles has chopped up some carrots and green beans 
to steam later on. For now, he needs to season the pork. 



“Do you two need a spare hand?” Stiles’ dad offers. 

Stiles shakes him off, “We’ve got it, dad.” 

“Well I’m going to go see if there’s anything good on TV,” he replies. “Call 
me if you need me.” 

Stiles knows that his dad is giving him and Derek space, which he 
appreciates. He’s decides that it’s time to ask Derek about prom. There’s a 
part of him that doubts whether Derek will say yes; Derek’s not exactly a 
party person. 

“Can I ask you something?” Stiles asks after he’s placed the roasting dish in 
the oven. 

Derek looks up from salting the potato wedges with wide eyes but nods. 

“I don’t want to sound stupid or lame,” Stiles starts. “But, um-“ 

He’s cut off by the sudden pounding of feet down his staircase. Scott 
suddenly rushes into the room, donning pointy ears and sharp fangs. Stiles 
jumps back slightly, not sure whether there’s a threat or not. Scott isn’t 
usually wolfed-out around Stiles. 

“There’s a stray wolf in the woods,” Scott says suddenly. “Allison’s setting 
up a trap but we’re trying to scent it.” 

Scott is looking directly at Derek and Stiles understands; he’s never going 
to be useful in the same way that a werewolf is. His skills come through in 
his research and knowledge, rather than fangs and claws. The Sheriff pokes 
his head around the door, probably wondering why Scott sounds so urgent. 

Derek looks to Stiles, as if for permission to leave. 

“Just go,” Stiles sighs. “Be back for dinner.” 


Derek nods and kisses his cheek - startling Stiles slightly - before running 



out of the door with Scott. Stiles is a little taken aback by Derek’s 
forwardness, considering that he rarely kissed Stiles around Scott or the 
Sheriff. 

“Do you want me to help out now?” his dad asks quietly. 

Stiles sighs and lets his dad take over with the potato wedges. 

It’s half eight when Derek returns, knocking on the door politely even 
though he could have just gone through Stiles’ window. He’s probably just 
trying to keep on good terms with the Sheriff, Stiles thinks. 

“We tracked it down eventually,” he explains. “Stiles took it to Deaton.” 

Stiles nods and beckons for Derek to follow him through to the table, where 
the Sheriff is patiently waiting with a bottle of beer and a newspaper that 
Stiles is pretty sure he wasn’t reading when he left the room. 

“I’m sorry for making you wait,” Derek apologises. 

Stiles’ dad smiles back, “It’s fine. We kept everything heated.” 

Stiles leaves the room to fetch the pork chops then once again for the 
wedges and vegetables, which have actually held together pretty well in 
spite of the delay. Derek and the Sheriff are idly chatting about sports; a 
conversation Stiles isn’t really paying much attention to. 

Once he’s served the food, they quickly dig in. Stiles notices a leaf hanging 
off the back of Derek’s top and stifles a laugh; he definitely won’t be 
warning Derek about that. It’s Stiles’ payback for Derek disappearing off to 
help Scott find the wolf. 

“How do you like it?” he asks, gesturing down at Derek’s half-demolished 
plate. 

Derek nods enthusiastically, covering his mouth to say, “It’s delicious.” 


Stiles smirks and gives out a small huff of satisfaction. His dad looks over 



at him with a raised eyebrow; they both know that Derek would probably 
say it was great even if it tasted like crap. However Stiles knows that this 
recipe is especially tasty and Derek would be a fool not to like it. 

Derek cleans up all the leftovers - stupid werewolf stomach capacities, 

Stiles scorns - and then he and Stiles go upstairs to watch a movie on his 
laptop. Stiles can vouch from experience that they will definitely end up 
watching the film, rather than doing something much more fun, like maybe, 
making out. Apparently Derek is strong on boundaries when the Sheriff is 
home. 

“What do you want to watch?” Stiles asks. “ The Hangover or Brokeback 
Mountain ?” 

The look of disdain that Derek sends his way is enough to make Stiles 
immediately shut up and shove The Hangover into the laptop’s DVD drive. 
Stiles can hear his dad watching a repeat of the game downstairs, the loud 
cheering echoing up the stairs. 

“Hey, can you shut the door?” 

Derek looks up at him, eyes slightly wider than a few seconds before. 

“I don’t want it to look like we’re.. .you know.” 

Stiles smirks, “Derek, my dad knows that you’re not going to defile me in 
my bedroom while he’s home.” 

With a silent glare, Derek gets up from the bed and stalks to the door. He 
closes it with as little noise as possible, as though not wishing to indicate to 
the man downstairs that any door-closing has ensued. 

The movie starts and Stiles is actually surprised that Derek laughs. In theory 
it is completely plausible that Derek would laugh at a comedy film, yet 
somehow it seems even more odd when Stiles hears it. He purposely tries to 
keep his heart rate steady and pretends not to have noticed; Derek’s laugh is 
pretty endearing. 



As they sit side-by-side, backs leaning against Stiles’ pillow and the 
headboard of his bed, Stiles finds himself leaning towards Derek. He rests 
his head on Derek’s shoulder and allows his neck muscles to relax. Derek 
doesn’t move a muscle other than to turn into Stiles’ body slightly. 

The movie is moving onto a slow part, where there aren’t as many jokes. 
Derek is laughing noticeably less, though that may be because he’s trying 
not to jostle Stiles. His eyelids feel a little heavier now that he’s 
comfortable and his breathing is much slower than before. 

“Stiles?” 

Stiles makes an affirmative sound with his throat and looks up at Derek. 
“Were you asleep?” 

Stiles takes a deep breath and replies, “No, why?” 

“Doesn’t matter,” Derek mutters, brushing the matter off. Stiles has noticed 
that he tends to do that a lot. 

There’s a short pause and Stiles thinks that this might be the best time to 
ask him, a better time than before when he was still trying to focus on 
making dinner. Now there are no distractions other than the quietly 
murmuring laptop in front of them. 

“Can I ask you something?” Stiles questions for the second time that night. 

Derek’s eyes are on him again, “Is it the same thing as before?” 

Stiles ignores the question and continues with, “Just promise you’ll hear me 
out?” 

Derek leans forward, fumbles with the trackpad of the laptop before 
successfully pausing the movie. Stiles almost misses the thrum of 
background noise but tells himself to man up and carry on with what he’s 
got to say. 



“I was going to ask this before - months ago - but it just didn’t feel like the 
right time, with everything that was going on,” he begins cautiously. “I 
know I’m cutting it kind of short, here-“ 

Derek interrupts with, “Stiles, what is it?” 

“Will you go to prom with me?” 

Silence falls like a sheet between them, blocking out any words that could 
pass from their lips. Stiles watches Derek’s eyes for a reaction of some kind 
but receives only the shocked expression of someone who is desperately 
searching for an answer to a complicated question. Maybe this was a bad 
idea after all. 

“I know it’s stupid and you probably don’t want to be seen dead as a high 
school prom,” Stiles says, carefully trying to craft a bridge twixt them with 
his words. “But with this last year and the-“ He pauses and takes a breath, 
looking straight down at the bed covers. “The diagnosis, I want to do 
everything I can before I can’t anymore. Even the stupid things like prom.” 

Stiles doesn’t dare to look up. He knows it’s a dickish move to bring up his 
condition at a time like this but somehow, in the midst of his nerves, it feels 
like a safe foot to fall back on. He silences himself and prepares to be 
disappointed. 

“I love you.” 

Then his neck jolts upwards at record speed and he’s speechless and 
confused and oddly exhilarated all at the same time, in some messy 
concoction of emotions. Derek isn’t looking at him though, he’s staring 
down at the covers with a surprised expression, as though he hadn’t 
expected himself to say those last three words. 

“Stiles, I’ll do whatever you want me to do,” Derek speaks slowly. 

“You love me?” 


Stiles is still pretty hung up on Derek’s recent declaration; it’s never been 



said like this before. Stiles has added a few ‘Love you 's to the end of his 
texts and even sometimes the odd, obnoxious h'/y’ when he’s feeling 
particularly mischievous but they’ve never really been that big on 
declarations. Stiles had just assumed that it wasn’t really their style. 

“1 do,” Derek confirms, slightly more assured than previously. 

“Wow, I mean-“ Stiles is lost for words. “Wow.” 

“Why is that so surprising?” Derek almost sounds offended. 

Stiles is quick to answer, “Because you never really.. .1 don’t know.. .said 
anything.” 

“Stiles, shut up before you say something stupid.” 

He grins up at Derek and kisses him boldly, allowing his body to turn over 
so that he’s straddling Derek’s legs. Derek makes a small sound of 
indignation but then melts into the kiss, resting his large hands on Stiles’ 
slim hips. 

I love you, Stiles thinks as their bodies meld together. 

Stiles assures himself that proms are exaggerated in movies to appear to be 
an important milestone in his depressingly-shortening life. It’s much easier 
to keep low expectations of these kinds of things. This way, he can spend 
the night joking around with his friends and trying to convince Derek to 
dance with him and it will still be a reasonable experience. 

Then he sees Derek in a suit and quickly decides that maybe the sight of his 
hot boyfriend alone is enough that he could just not go to prom altogether 
and spend the night at Derek’s apartment, peeling off his incredibly 
flattering suit jacket. 

“People are going to think I hired you or something,” Stiles blurts out, 
laughing at his own joke. 


Derek frowns but says, “You look nice.” 



“You don’t scrub up so bad yourself. I mean, you actually look a bit less 
like a serial killer when you shave.” 

Stiles hears a low growl but sees the smirk pulling at Derek’s lips as he 
pretends to be looking at something else in the distance. The excited chatter 
of Mrs McCall is audible from where they’re stood on the porch and Derek 
looks up curiously. 

“Be warned, she’s taking enough photos for an album,” Stiles jests lightly. 

Derek’s eyebrow raises questionably before he wraps an arm around Stiles’ 
waist and pecks him lips softly. Stiles can anticipate that his dad and Mrs 
McCall are probably watching them from the window of the McCalls’ 
house but he enjoys the swift, chaste kiss nonetheless. 

“Let’s go and get it over with then,” Derek groans as he pulls away. 

Stiles face must visibly drop because he hurries to correct himself. 

“The photos, I mean.” 

It takes Stiles a few seconds before he can recover and send back a half- 
genuine grin. It’s only as they’re heading inside that it occurs to him that, 
what with Derek’s face creating lens flares in every photo taken of him, 

Mrs McCall is definitely going to have an interesting album. He idly 
wonders if Lydia’s face will create lens flares. 

“Stiles!” Scott calls out excitedly. “My mom wants a photo of you and 
Derek.” 

Stiles sighs dramatically but drags Derek off into the living room to locate 
Mrs McCall. They pass Kira and Lydia on the way and he stops to 
compliment their dresses, as he supposed he should do. Kira’s eyebrows are 
raised slightly from seeing how close Derek stands to Stiles but he 
understands; he is a barely-legal catastrophe of awkwardness walking 
around with a boyfriend who resembles that of an underwear model or 
Greek god. 



Luckily Mrs McCall runs into the room with her camera and interrupts the 
chatter. 

“Yes, yes, I know about the lens flares,” she assures Stiles, rolling her eyes 
slightly. “At least you will look good on it, Stiles.” 

Derek smiles smugly at this but still poses for the camera. Stiles thinks that 
maybe it’s sad for Mrs McCall that she won’t actually be able to take a 
good photo of her own son on his prom night. If it hurts, she’s hiding it 
well. 

“You look great,” Melissa tells him kindly, pulling him into a gentle hug. 
“Your mom would be so proud.” 

The last sentence stings in a part of his heart that Stiles had tried to lock 
away years ago but there’s something invigorating about it; he’s grown up 
now. He misses his mother with every day that passes but there’s a rich 
feeling running through him that makes him feel more proud than sad. In 
his mind, his mother never truly left him. 

“Thank you,” he whispers as she pulls back. Derek eyes him oddly from a 
few feet away but Stiles knew that he heard everything that was said. 

Allison and Isaac enter the room at that point and Lydia rushes over to tell 
Allison how well her dress looks while Isaac sparks up a quiet conversation 
with Kira about the theme of the prom and how bad his dance moves are. 
Kira looks sympathetic and admits to the same problem. 

Derek takes Stiles hand and they move to perch on the arm of a couch, 
watching Scott bound around the house in an attempt to carry six 
conversations at once. Danny and Ethan arrive and are immediately lead 
into the room by Melissa, with someone following behind them. 

“Stiles?” he hears his dad call out. 


The Sheriff pulls him into one of the strong, Stilinski hugs where he feels 
like his bones are being crushed but in the best way possible. Out of his 



uniform and wearing a smart dress shirt, Stiles is quite impressed by how 
well his dad cleans up. The lost weight might actually be doing him some 
good. 

“I’m so proud of you,” his dad tells him, voice thick with emotion. 

Stiles grins against his dad’s shoulder and pretends to roll his eyes even 
though he’s trying not to cry. He refuses to break down at any point during 
his prom night - unless Coach decides to take over the dance floor because 
then he will definitely cry with laughter. His dad pulls back and gives Derek 
a friendly smile before stepping back. 

“I have to say son,” he confesses. “When you first started high school all 
those years ago, I never really imagined that you’d be taking Derek Hale to 
prom with you.” 

Stiles laughs loudly at this, “Me neither.” 

It’s actually pretty nice that none of the pack have any problems with Derek 
and Stiles dating. Scott once told Stiles that he was pack, just the same as 
the rest of them. That’s why they never really had any qualms beyond 
‘ Wait, you’re dating Derek? How?’ After that, they were pleasantly 
accepting. 

However most of the other students take one look at Stiles’ date and ask 
him what the joke is. He laughs it off and makes up silly answers to their 
ignorant questions but Derek is starting to glare harder and harder to the 
point where Stiles is worried that, if the wind changes, Derek’s face will be 
stuck like that forever. 

“They’re all jealous that they don’t have a boyfriend with the body of an 
athlete,” Lydia whispers in his ear as they sit down at their table. 

After speaking to the school, a special exception was made for Stiles, given 
his ‘ condition ’. Stiles didn’t really want to be a special case but he was 
prepared to take anything they’d offer so he thanked them profusely and left 
the school office as quickly as possible. 



Stiles beams back at Lydia and says, “Half of them think I hired him for the 
night.” 

“Maybe you should tell them he’s your sugar daddy.” 

Surprisingly this brings a laugh out of Derek, who had been silent since 
they entered the venue. 

“Something funny, Alpha?” he asks wickedly. 

Derek sighs deeply then utters, “In for a penny...” before planting his lips 
on Stiles’ with furious determination. 

Stiles is filled with the sudden feeling of eyes watching him from afar but 
he kisses back hard enough to bruise. His mouth opens ever so slightly and 
then there’s the soft slide of Derek’s tongue in his mouth before they pull 
back, still taking in long, deep breaths. Stiles hopes that his poor Biology 
teacher Mrs Lowens didn’t see that; it would be enough to send her into 
cardiac arrest. 

Lydia taps him on the shoulder and he turns to face her, face red and out of 
breath. 

“Your boyfriend is a catch,” she says slyly. “Never let him go.” 

With that, she leaves and joins Allison on the dance floor as a techno song 
starts filling up the room. Stiles can see a flustered group of girls sat at the 
table next to them, obviously speculating heatedly over how on earth Stiles 
managed to bag a guy like Derek. 

“Did you kiss me just so that they’d all see?” 

Derek frowns but smoothly replies, “Not just because of that.” 

“Either way, I’m a lucky guy,” Stiles tells him unabashedly, pulling a smile 
out of his boyfriend. 


Scott practically gallops towards them, plopping down in the seat next to 



Stiles. 


“This is so awesome,” he gasps out elatedly. “I can’t believe it’s finally 
prom!” 

“Me neither, buddy,” Stiles returns but he knows it’s not quite true. A part 
of him has been dreading prom for months, when he knows all too well that 
his life is passing by him so quickly. 

“How are you doing, Derek?” Scott asks and it’s a little too formally but the 
thought is there. 

“I’m good,” the older man replies. “Kind of forgotten how proms work.” 

Scott nods and tells them, “Apparently we’re having food soon. I don’t 
know about you but I’m really hungry. I was too nervous to eat before.” 

It’s almost ironic that, for once, Stiles isn’t the one who’s doing all the 
talking. After years of being a hyperactive mess in all social situations, it’s 
odd to be the comparitively calm one between them. Out of the corner of 
his eye, he sees a girl from his history class snapping a photo of him and 
Derek and he brushes a hand through his hair self-consciously, hoping that 
it doesn’t look stupid with his suit and bowtie. 

“You two are the couple of the night, apparently,” Aiden’s voice drawls 
from behind them. “Knowing my luck, Derek will win Prom King by 
unanimous vote.” 

“If he’s King, I’m not being Queen,” Stiles protests. 

“That would be a little backwards,” Scott agrees. “Maybe there’ll be two 
Kings.” 

Stiles holds back a groan, “Scott, we’re not running for Prom King.” 

“Well I still think you should win best couple.” 

He huffs in response but allows himself to appreciate Scott’s words. The 



rest of the group seem to be rounding back to the table, lured under the 
promise of a meal. Kira takes the place next to Scott and Lydia and Aiden 
take the other two places. Isaac and Allison take their seats on the table to 
the left of them, with Danny and Ethan. It’s almost laughable how they’re 
all in pairs. 

The meal itself isn’t too bad but Stiles isn’t focused on the food. They all 
make jokes and tell stories - even Derek joins in. Deep inside Stiles knows 
that Derek is only doing this to make him happy but he lets himself take 
everything in at face value, telling himself that Derek wants to be here with 
him. It’s not an easy trick to fall into, with the way Derek sometimes gazes 
at him when he thinks Stiles isn’t looking. 

“Right, it’s time to dance!” Scott announces, pulling Kira with him as he 
heads for the dance floor. 

The rest of the group watch after them, laughing, but soon join the throng of 
dancing teens under the bright lights and heavy music. It’s so loud that 
Stiles wonders how they can even hear themselves think. It feels much safer 
to stay sat at the table for a little while. 

“Are we staying here?” Derek queries, leaning close to his ear so that Stiles 
can hear him. 

“Why? Do you want to go up and dance?” 

Derek replies, “If you want to.” 

“I think I’ll live without dancing for a few minutes,” Stiles tells him. “We 
only just ate.” 

Derek gives him an unimpressed look and presses his lips to the shell of 
Stiles’ ear. 

“Stiles, go and dance with your friends,” he orders. 


The music blares into their ears but Stiles places his hand against Derek’s 
arm and lets his mouth curve into a grin, the skin around his eyes creasing 



with his joy. Derek seems slightly confused but doesn’t back away. 

“If I wanted to dance, I’d be dancing,” Stiles assures him, raising his voice 
above the music. “I want to dance with you. Not now, but later. Promise me 
that?” 

Derek nods in a silent vow and wraps his hand around Stiles’ under the 
table. Stiles looks back to the dance floor and sees Coach stood a few tables 
away, looking at him with an impressed expression before raising a thumbs- 
up in his direction. 

Even Stiles has to giggle at that. 

When the slow tracks start to seep into the playlist, Stiles knows that it’s 
time to get onto the dance floor. By this point, most people will be starting 
to tire and he won’t distract as much attention if he’s dancing like a 
newborn lamb on ice. Plus, slow dances are easy. He may or may not have 
let Derek convince him to go and dance to one of his favourite dance songs 
earlier on in the night but he’s happy to pretend that this is the first dance of 
the night. 

“Let’s go,” he declares, tugging Derek’s hand. 

The rest of the pack shoot them grins as they all begin the horrifically - 
stereotypical swaying movements that would only find a home during a 
slow dance at a highschool prom. Stiles is pretty surprised that Derek hasn’t 
point-blank refused to do this ridiculous ritual with him yet. 

Funnily enough, Derek is the one to pull Stiles’ body towards him and 
gently hold them together as the song plays out. All eyes are on them but 
Stiles ignores it. He deserves this moment, where he can pretend that 
nobody else in the world is watching them. 

Derek’s green eyes are practically glowing under the disco lights and Stiles 
meets them cautiously, wondering if Derek is wishing he could be 
somewhere else right now. 



As if hearing his thoughts, Derek leans in to whisper, “Stop thinking.” 


“Make me,” Stiles bites back playfully. 

Derek smirks but doesn’t let his eyes drift away from Stiles. He tries to do 
the same, ignoring the blonde girl to the right of him who is gaping at them. 
It actually makes Stiles laugh, how ridiculous the situation seems. He’s 
dancing with Derek Hale at his high school prom. If he could go back in 
time and tell his younger self that this would happen, he would have been 
laughed at. 

Yet now it’s all happening. 

This is it, Stiles tells himself. This is the milestone. Not this stupid prom but 
this moment, where the previously impossible is now possible, and looking 
damn fine in suit. Stiles might only live another two years but at least he’ll 
have lived this. 

He leans up to kiss Derek, knowing that he’ll never have this chance again 
and if he doesn’t do it, he’ll be a coward forever. He doesn’t care who sees 
at this point. He’s a dying boy; he should be allowed a few exceptions. 
Derek kisses back like he’s the one who’s dying. 

Stiles closes his eyes and focuses on the music, the soft voice causing them 
to sway as their lips meld together. Derek’s hand is on his cheek, holding 
them together safely. Stiles feels their kiss could be a portal to another time, 
another dimension where Stiles wasn’t dying and maybe, if they make this 
kiss last forever, they’ll be preserved in time with it. 

It’s a stupid thought and Stiles knows it as they pull away but Derek is still 
looking at him like he’s all that’s there. When Stiles’ eyes drift to the side 
slightly, he sees Lydia who sends him a approving wink as she rests her 
head on Aiden’s shoulder. He huffs a breathy laugh and turns back to Derek 
as the song continues on leisurely and serenely. 

Stiles feels like being young and reckless tonight but Derek’s arms feel safe 
and secure, like maybe he’d crumble if Derek wasn’t holding onto him. 



Tears threaten to prick at his eyes but he curses them back, forcing himself 
to blink them away. For now he just wants to live in the moment, no matter 
how shortlived that might be. 

Stiles’ throat aches with a throbbing pain as he swallows back any 
weakness he feels. The song is beginning to quieten and he can feel the end 
approaching too quickly. He almost wants to scream for it to play again but 
he finds himself distracted by how comfortable Derek’s shoulder feels 
under his head. Derek just sways with him - practically holding him up - as 
though he understands. Stiles hopes he does. 

He looks up at Derek and says the only words he can think of. 

“I love you.” 

It wasn’t the end but it was a nice place to suspend the story for a while, 
Stiles thinks. 



